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Pastor Ward Draper lights up a cigarette and peers at 
the eight-foot- high chain-link fence that surrounds 


Abbotsford’s Jubilee Park. 
“It’s overkill. It’s way over the top,” he remarks. 


Behind the steel barrier sits a locked shipping 
container, which holds items belonging to the 
residents of a homeless protest camp. City council 
evicted them just before Christmas. 


To Draper, a pastor of The 5 and 2 Ministries who’s 
tended Abbotsford’s street population for a decade, the 
barricade to keep homeless people out of the park is 
indicative of how the city typically deals with its most 
vulnerable residents — divide them and hide them. 


“We have a real problem with the homeless in this 
community, especially drug addicted males,” Draper 
says. 


Still, he says, Abbotsford’s approach to handling the 
issue —using bylaws as a tool to evict homeless 
people from the community —is not much different 
than most local governments. 
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Other tactics, however, have raised eyebrows. 
Abbotsford garnered national attention last summer, 
after the city workers dumped truckloads of chicken 
manure at a homeless camp as a means to drive 
residents from the site. Allegations also surfaced 
that city police officers slashed and pepper-sprayed 


tents and other belongings at other camps. 


The police, using Draper as a mediator, have 
replaced some residents’ belongings. A number of 
lawsuits in small claims court backed by Pivot, a 
legal advocacy society, are still in progress. 


Abbotsford Mayor Bruce Banman and the city 
manager publicly apologized for the manure 
incident. But since then, the city has continued to use 
bylaws and court injunctions to displace homeless 
camps, citing health and safety concerns. 


For Draper, continuing to legislate the homeless 
out—or as he put it, “continuing to kick them around 
like soccer balls” —is untenable. 


continued on page three ... 


About Street Newz: 


Coordinator: Janine Bandcroft 
Distribution Coordinator: John Chomyn 
Deliveries: Nancy Raycroft 
Advisory Committee: 


Chris Cook, Robin Hitt, 
James Rowe, Kim Fagerlund. 


Founded in 2004, the Victoria Street 
Newz welcomes written submissions 
including personal stories, inter- 
views, event reviews, cartoons, 
poetry, photographs, or artwork, but 
we can't guarantee everything will 
be published. We reserve the right 
to edit, and will not print anything 
libelous, racist, sexist, or homopho- 
bic. Letters sent to the editor are 
assumed to be for publication, must 
include phone number or email (if 
possible, for confirmation) and may 
be edited for length. You can publish 
using a pseudonym, or anonymously. 


We are devoted to a triple bottom 
line philosophy - concerned about 
our environmental and social, as well 
as financial, well-being. 


You can contribute to social change 
by supporting the Victoria Street 
Newz team, by pondering the root 
causes of poverty, and by working 
for peaceful, non-violent change. 


Opinions expressed in this newzpaper 
are not necessarily those of Victoria 
Street Newz, the editors, advertisers, 
contributors, readers, or publishers. 
Please don't reprint without author's 
permission, and please credit the 
source, 


Victoria Street Newz is printed on 100% 
post consumer recycled paper with 
vegetable ink, at Web exPress Printing in 
Vancouver. 


Your written submissions are welcome. 
Please send them via e-mail, if 
possible, by the 1st Friday for the next 
month's issue. Street Newz is named 
monthly, but published mid-month. 
You can also mail or drop off articles, 
letters, or donations to our mailbox at 
Raincoast Business Centre: 


1027 Pandora Ave 
Coast Salish Territory 
Victoria, B.C., V8V 3P6 
streetnewz@islandnet.com 
250-383-5144 ext 0137 
relativenewz.ca 


aannanAnnAnmam 


E 
ae : 
FERE- a E S E A E E 


i an 


Tos an EN 
oes oe ee E 


i a 








- I am an activist. 
4 | 


I work for peace. I inform myself about the 
a military industrial complex and its incessant 
f f quest for conflict. T’ ve read Noam 
p$ Chomsky’s excellent analyses of US Foreign 
Policy, and Naomi Klein’s The Shock 
Doctrine. I understand that war is big 
business and the capitalist quest for neverending resources and 
expansion goes hand in hand with armed imperialism both 
overseas and at home. I support boycott and divestment, I don’t 
buy products made by General Electric (one of the largest arms 
manufacturers in the world) or Soda Stream (made in an illegal 
settlement in Palestine). I attend meetings and lectures, I carry a 
sign or a banner to peace rallies. 


I am also an activist for justice. I followed and supported the 
“Arab Spring” uprising as it spread through Europe and found its 
expression as “Occupy” in North America, uniquely as the 
“People’s Assembly” in Victoria. The unfair distribution of 
power and wealth with the majority of people (the 99%) holding 
very little, versus the ultra wealthy 1% with enormous power 
over governments and economics, is clear to me. I read 
independent media, support progressive politicians who promise 
to uphold the wishes of the 99%, I sign petitions, and write to 
various newspaper editors. 


I am an activist for indigenous rights. I’ve read Paulette Regan’s 
Unsettling the Settler Within, I understand that the history of 
Canada is not one of peaceful nationmaking in collaboration 
with the First Peoples’, but rather it was a theft of land and 
resources made accessible through a near genocide of the 
indigenous peoples who were living here when the European 
imperialists arrived. I know about the horrors associated with 
the residential school system, and how the effort to absolutely 
remove the native people from their traditional lifestyles has 
traumatized generations who are now trying to heal from 
psychological, spiritual, emotional, and physical abuses. 
Whenever I hear my settler friends expressing racist sentiments, 
I speak up and let them know that’s not okay with me. 





I am an activist for Gay, Bi, and Transgendered rights. I respect 
gender diversity and celebrate love in all its forms - especially, 
on this overpopulated planet, those who refuse to go forth and 
multiply. I’m not afraid to learn about gender politics and the 
challenges people face, and I do not tolerate bullying in any 
form. Whenever I hear homophobic comments I speak out to 
defend my absent friends. 


I am an environmentalist. I walk or ride a bike, skateboard, or 
take the bus whenever possible. I reduce, reuse, and recycle. I’m 
concerned about the climate crisis, I donate to environmental 
causes, and support the brave earth defenders who put their 
bodies in front of the bulldozers. I turn off the lights when I’m 
not in the room, I don’t leave the water running when I brush my 
teeth, I dry my clothes on a rack rather than in the dryer. I bring 
my bags to the grocery store, and I don’t buy products containing 
palm oil. I march proudly on Earth Day and I do my best to 
educate others to live simply so that others may simply live. 


Iam a feminist. I believe that we are all born into this world as 
unique beings, each talented, capable of finding our own 
creative. I realize the dominant culture is a manifestation of the 
patriarchy, with a male “God” as supreme creator, and all the 
injustices and violence towards women stems from the social 
structures that have evolved under a hierarchical, competitive 
system that sees the earth, and all of her creatures, as resources 
or workers who extract those resources for the purposes of profit 
and wealth accumulation that defines social status. Whenever 
possible I encourage cooperation, consensus based decision 
making, and I’m not afraid to stand up for the rights of women. 


Iam a spiritual being. I practice yoga, which teaches ahimsa — the 
practice of absolute 
non-violence 
towards oneself 
and all others. I 
see the Universal 
Spirit that shines 
from within each 
beautiful, unique 
being. I say A 
“Namaste,” which -Ny T È 
means (more or 
less) “the Divine 
Spirit that resides 





Fy 


AND OUR EYES ARE OPEN TO THEIR PAIN 


in me acknowledges and salutes the Divine Spirit that resides in 
you.” I understand the ethical philosophy of Yama and Niyama, 
the practice of behaving with integrity and honesty and kindness 
towards myself, and in my relationship to everything in the world. 


Iam a busy activist. Except at mealtime. 


I eat dead animals and I wear their byproducts. It’s how I was 
raised and, since there has been no animal-led “animal rights” 
movement, like there’s been human-led movements for peace 
and environment and human rights, I haven’t had to directly 
confront those who are oppressed by my daily practice. Sure, 
I’ve heard people try to convince me that my habits are harmful 
to myself, to the earth, inform me that animal agriculture is the 
#1 contributor to greenhouse gases, that it’s not necessary to 
inflict unnecessary pain and suffering on sentient beings, but I 
just dismiss those views as “radical,” I think of those people as 
religious zealots, and I ignore them. (I like to invite them to 
potlucks, though, because they bring such delicious food and 
they don’t eat much if nothing’s labelled!) 


When my conscience begins to nag at me about the horrible 
conditions in slaughterhouses, I say I am a locavore (except 
when I’m at a restaurant or shopping - I like leather and I can’t 
be bothered to check and see if my shampoo, wine, or vitamins 
contain stearic acid, isinglass, beeswax, or gelatin). I buy 
non-gmo raised chicken, naturally raised pork, and grass fed 
lamb from their own pastures. I call it “happy meat,” and 
pretend that these animals were “happy” to end their lives so that 
I could eat them. I don’t want to think of them as sentient 
beings, each with an individual personality and a right to live a 
natural life until their natural death. I don’t want to know that 
animals only produce milk when they’re pregnant, that even 
“happy” cows are artificially impregnated (some say raped) and 
milked with machines. I don’t want to think about what happens 
to all those babies whose milk butter and cheese and yoghurt I’m 
consuming, or where their mothers go, or how they get there, 
after their milk producing years are over. 


Thankfully, I don’t have to think about it, because there are no 
cows or pigs or chicken or fishes marching outside restaurants 
and grocery stores with picket signs reading “We’re Not Happy 
When We’re Dead.” I never see them, and their voices are silent. 
They can’t argue with me, challenge me, form unions, 
collectives, or cooperatives, write legislation, or go to court to 
demand their rights. Animals don’t organize workshops or hand 
out leaflets or publish newsletters so it’s easy for me to ignore the 
animal industrial complex. I don’t have to look into an animal’s 
eyes in my community, or on the television, or hear their voices 
on the radio, and realize how they really feel about what I’ve 
done, what I’m doing, to them. Eating animals is always 
packaged by the corporate advertisers as fun, healthy, and chic. 


Besides, it’s fun to bully the vegans, to call them self-righteous 
or preachy, tell them it’s my personal choice, my right, to eat 
whatever I choose and they should just mind their own business. 
I refuse to think about how much water and grain it takes to raise 
animals, how much land is used for animal agriculture, when we 
could be focused on growing nutritious plants for humans to 
consume directly. I’m young and healthy, so I can deny the 
increasing body of research connecting animal protein to heart 
disease, cancer, and diabetes. 


Iam an activist. I wear a t-shirt that says “be the change you 
want to see in the world.” Except at mealtime. Then ... I sit at 
the same table as those corporate war-making earth-killing 
greedy capitalists that I criticize for ruining our world. It’s a 
habit. I don’t want to change. And besides, I like the taste. 
Janine is the founder and current co-ordinator of the Victoria Street Newz. 
She gave up her taste for death 14 years ago, and has never looked back. 
She recommends the Facebook page “The Elephant in the Room is a Cow,” 
The Ultimate Betrayal: Is There Happy Meat? by Hope Bohanec (www.the- 
ultimate-betrayal.com.), and Never Too Late to Go Vegan by Ginny Messina 
(www.theveganrd.com) and hopes one day we can all move forward together. 
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Abbotsford: Criminalizing the Right to Sleep? 


Now, the issue has reached a boiling point, in the form of 
a “low barrier” supportive housing project—the first of 
its kind in Abbotsford for men struggling with drugs or 
addictions issues — that has divided the city. While 
proponents like Draper describe it as a critical step in the 
long-term solution to homelessness in Abbotsford, 
opponents, particularly the local business association, 
argue the location isn’t suitable. 


Meanwhile, proponents worry that the province, which 
has committed an overall total of $15 million to the 
project, is becoming increasingly frustrated at the city’s 
inaction on the homelessness file. 


On January 13, Abbotsford council pushed the housing 
project to a public hearing, scheduled for Monday, 
February 3. It’s not clear how long after that council will 
ponder its fate. 


A housing first approach 


According to the 2011 Fraser Valley Regional Homeless 
Count, there are an estimated 117 homeless people living 
on the streets in Abbotsford. 


Proposed by Abbotsford Community Services (ACS) and 
BC Housing, the project would begin to address the need 
for more housing by providing shelter for 20 homeless 
men, operating as a “housing first” facility, meaning 
residents would get a roof over their heads regardless of 
addictions to drugs or alcohol. It would be located adjacent 
to ACS’s main office, so residents can access services 
designed to help them transition to permanent housing. 


The Abbotsford Downtown Business Association 
(ADBA) staunchly opposes the initiative. Its members 
argues the project will drive up crime, threaten public 
safety and bankrupt merchants in the downtown core. It 
has collected more than 2,000 signatures opposing the 
project. Executive director Tina Stewart says ADBA 
doesn’t want any changes made to current downtown 
zoning bylaws, which don’t permit emergency shelters or 
supportive recovery uses. 


A special “C7” zoning was a 20- year agreement put in 
place to protect merchants and develop the formerly derelict 
downtown core, Stewart says. “The city made a promise to 
us 12 years ago, and because of that business owners felt 
secure in investing hundreds of thousands dollars in the 
area,” she says. “If the city goes ahead with [the ACS 
proposal], they are basically reneging on their side of deal.” 


Merchants are already leaving the core because of the 
housing project and others won’t invest until they know 
it won’t proceed, she said. 


Rod Santiago, executive director of ACS, says the 
supportive housing shouldn’t be seen as problem but 
rather a way to create a “healthy, inclusive downtown 
core.” The housing will provide Abbotsford’s most 
marginalized residents with the security, safety and 
dignity they need to address problems such as addiction 
or mental illness, he says. 


The proposal has received the backing of the Abbotsford 
Christian Leaders Network Executive. Fifty-two church 
leaders have signed a letter of support, and the 
organization is encouraging residents and congregants to 
turn out in force to support the project. 


Provincial funding at risk 


BC Housing has committed $2.4 million in capital and 
$215,000 annually over 60 years for operating costs, 
while ACS is donating the land valued at $250,000. 


Beyond changing its zoning laws, the City would have to 
contribute a section of Montvue Avenue to the project. 
But Abbotsford stands to lose much more if council 
rejects it. Not only would it lose millions in government 
funding, but some proponents, such as Draper, believe 
the city will squander any political capital it has with the 
province for future projects. 


In fact, Abbotsford already rejected a similar men’s 
housing facility in 2009. The money BC Housing is now 
fronting for the ACS project is left over from a 


five-year-old memorandum of understanding between the 
province and the city to build 100 units of social housing. 


In the document, the city agreed to provide land for two 
projects, one of which became a model for supportive 
housing: the Christine Lamb Residence on Clearbrook 
Road that provides 41 units of supportive housing for 
at-risk women and children. But council shelved a men’s 
housing project slated for Emerson Street in central 
Abbotsford after it faced virulent public opposition at 
information meetings in October 2008. 


Following that, council directed staff to work with BC 
Housing to explore alternative site options for the men’s 
project. The eventual result was the George Schmidt 
Centre on King Road in the outskirts of the city that 
opened in April 2013. 


The centre provides 30 units of supportive housing for 
men, but it’s not a low barrier residence, which means it 
wouldn’t help those living on Abbotsford’s streets today. 
What’s more, Kinghaven Treatment Centre, the 
residence’s operator, donated the land for the project. 


“There is only so much money to go around” 


Abbotsford South MLA Darryl Plecas, whose riding 
includes the ACS facility, denies the province would stop 
working with Abbotsford if it rejected the project. But 
the city would go to the back of a long line for funding 
for future housing plans, he says. 


“I’m confident that if the money isn’t used [for the ACS 
project], it will go elsewhere,” says Plecas. “There is no 
shortage of communities fired up to establish similar 
projects. They are waiting in the wings ... there is only so 
money to go around.” 


Plecas, a criminologist, says he’s respectful of the business 
association’s crime concerns, but doesn’t share them. 
Similar housing projects in Chilliwack and New 
Westminster are examples of the model “working 
spectacularly well,” he says, adding that such facilities only 
pose risks to a community if they aren’t well-managed. 


ACS is one of the largest service providers in Abbots- 
ford. It’s provided services in the city for 44 years and 
runs 80 programs, including the Abbotsford Food Bank, 
the city’s extreme weather initiative and multiple family 
and immigrant programs. 


“Somebody’s going to be very unhappy” 


While voting on January 13 to push the project to a 
public hearing, some councillors expressed concerns 
about the ACS proposal. Coun. John Smith said he had 
“a lot of problems” with the application. 


Council is tampering with the C7 zoning promise it made 
to ADBA, he added. “It’s a dangerous precedent for this 
council to set,” he said. 


story continued from cover... 


Mayor Banman has also said he has “many concerns” 
with the proposal, but added it was important to push it 
to a public hearing so the public has its say. Banman did 
not respond to requests for an interview. 


Coun. Henry Braun, on the other hand, believes it’s 
dangerous for council to reject what amounts to $15 
million in provincial funding for the lifespan of a project 
the city has already committed to. 


“That just seems ludicrous to me,” Braun said last week. 
“Tt will be a snowy day in July before we get that 
funding again.” 


BC Housing and ACS have proceeded in good faith and 
invested time and money into the project, he said. “If we 
didn’t want this to move forward, we should have said so 
two years ago.” 


The city isn’t spending anything on the proposal other 
than staff time, he added. “We aren’t even fulfilling the 
terms of the [memorandum]. We were supposed to 
supply the land.” 


Braun said there’s “enormous tension” as a result of the 
city’s zoning commitment to the business association. “It 
doesn’t matter what we do. The city’s gotten itself into a 
serious pickle. No matter which way it goes, somebody’s 
going to be very unhappy.” 


A call for action 


The fate of the ACS project now rests in council’s hands, 
says Santiago. “At the end of the day, it boils down to 
eight individuals voting,” he mused. 


He’s confident if the proposal is approved, ACS can 
appease the downtown merchants’ concerns and 
eventually win over their cooperation and support. 


However, Pastor Draper’s not optimistic the council will 
approve the ACS proposal. “I don’t think they have the 
courage, but I hope I’m wrong,” he says with a sigh. 


Coun. Braun is eager to hear residents’ opinions at the 
upcoming public hearing. It’s time the city shows some 
leadership in dealing with the problem of homelessness, 
he says. 


No proposed site for a supportive housing project in the 
city would be free from opposition, he observes. 


“And I have a hard time understanding how leaving 
people in bushes or ditches is better than having people 
in some kind of shelter,” he says. 


This article is a collaboration between Vancouver's Megaphone 
Magazine (megaphonemagazine.com) and The Tyee (thetyee.ca), was 
originally titled “Abbotsford’s Street Fight,” and is reprinted with 
permission. Photo by Olsy Sorokina, cover photo by .Rochelle Baker. 
Abbotsford’s Council has deferred its vote on the rezoning application 
to Feb 17th, after the SNZ has gone to print. Visit supportivehousing. 
abbotsfordcommunityservices.com to learn the result. 
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No Home, No Castle 


I am a woman of forty four years of age, a mother 
of three, a Canadian Citizen by birth, and have 
been looking for a place to call home since 
striking out on my own, the year I was eighteen. 


Born and raised in Halifax, Nova Scotia, now 
living on Salt Spring Island, there is one thing I 
know for certain: our society needs to give a damn 
about its children. 


I became a mother the year I was twenty five. 
Restaurants aren’t the only places that no longer 
cater to families. To find a place to live, that I can 
afford and offers the bare basics for my three kids, 
is a next to impossible task. Heart broken, fed up, 
and determined to have my own home (even 
though I don’t have a credit rating because credit 
card debt causes unnecessary suffering and 
therefore I refuse to participate), the five of us 
struck out onto the local waters. 


For seven years we sailed this coast as a live 
aboard family. We’ ve survived winter storms, 
corrupt Harbor Authorities, deluges, one hundred 
kilometer an hour winds, one Coast Guard 
evacuation and endless hassles (the local 
magazines will try to paint a more pleasing 
picture). I am, however, grateful for my children 
to have grown up in such close connection with 
the natural world, as well as their learning how to 
survive and thrive without electricity, refrigera- 
tion, or running water. 


Did I mention I had cancer and multiple surgeries 
while we were living a maritime life in the 
tradition of my Grandfather? There was no 
support for me when I came out of the hospital 
less one organ. To find a place with lights and 
running water that would accept our three kids 
and cat, that we could afford, was out of the 
question. The Campbell River Welfare office sent 
me on a job search when I went for help while 
awaiting approval for a limited provincial 
disability (I had lost forty pounds, most of my 
hair, fifty percent of my bone and muscle mass, 
had a cardiac arrest, multiple surgeries, blood 
transfusions, even a coma!).I wrote to Elizabeth 
May about lack of follow up care and support for 
women who have a hysterectomy and family to 
care for, she said it was out of her jurisdiction. Did 
I mention you get discharged within a couple of 
days of organ removal? You are left so vulnerable 
you cannot press the gas pedal of a car without 
risk of causing a hemorrhage, as I was told when 
leaving the hospital carrying my own bags ... 


By the way, have you tried to hook up lights 
without a credit card, recently? Add to that a 
damage deposit, plus first and sometimes also last 
month’s rent ... with three kids on today’s wages, 
get serious! Unless you get an inheritance, to own 
your own home, or even 
rent a decent one, is out 
of the question. 


One year ago, I went to 
BC Housing to ask for a 
grant to help me rent a 
place and allow my 
children the luxury of 
water and lights. It took 
four months and a call to 
the local MLA to get 
approved. I have 
discovered that as an 
employable white 
woman, I am being 
discriminated against for 
social services of any 


by Clarity Munroe 


sort. Even if I have been dealing with advanced 
stage cancer while one of my children suffers 
from autism and requires my full time care. 


Canada is no longer the noble nation it once was. 


I remember growing up here ... all families had a 
home and moms didn’t have to go to work. 
Everyone owned their car and even families with 
more than three children could afford to buy 
grapes. People laughed more and homelessness 
arose for different reasons than today. Dental care 
was provided for children for free, and hospitals 
were places of healing. Oh, Canada ... 


I have been living on land, with my children, for 
one year now, in a place owned by the local 
Community Services. It includes heat and lights, 
and the Copper Kettle brings food, God(dess) 
bless them! 


On the down side, we were not allowed to bring 
my daughter’s therapy cat, even though Commu- 
nity Services provide mental health support in this 
community. This is a no pets building; common 
treatment of people with disabilities and marginal 
income, even though the evidence clearly shows to 
have a pet is healing for people. My then ten year 
old daughter stopped eating and sleeping and called 
her cat on the phone daily and they would meow 
back and forth. You see, Morgan has motor control 
and speech difficulties; her cat, Merlin, was the first 
“person” she could fully communicate with. To 
leave her home on the water, her father, and also 
her cat, was a devastation. 


But, for $1.065.00 a month (they call that 
subsidized) I had secured us a safe three bedroom 
apartment for the four of us to live ... or so I 
thought. I am packing as I write this. 


My eldest son is now nineteen years of age and 
we still don’t have our own place to call home. 
Our family is reuniting and we are all happy about 
that, the difficulties we have faced took their toll 
on all of us. The statistics show we did an 
amazing feat lasting as long as we did. Now is our 
time for healing. 


We don’t own much, have savings, credit ratings 
or any of those things Bankers say create reliable 
citizens. That also means we don’t have the means 
to buy or own place or even rent something near 
centers of employment. Our families have 
nothing to leave us as an inheritance so there is no 
pot of gold on the horizon, the way it is for some. 
And personally, I am grateful to be relatively debt 
free, even if it has come at a cost to not live 
beyond my means. 


Anyways, I have my health and my family, which 
includes our cat, and that is great because maybe 
my quest to find us a home will never end ... 





Bring Your Money? 


by Trish Garner 


The slogan of our schools is “bring your money”: How about 
teaching our children to care for others through the power of 
democracy 


My twins started kindergarten last September. By the end of the year, 
they had taken part in two food bank drives and multiple bake sales to 
raise money for all sorts of good causes. I am glad that the school is 
fostering a sense of social responsibility and that my children are 
thinking about others. However, I am concerned that the only solution 
they are learning to address issues of poverty and hunger is to donate. 
The slogan of our schools has become “bring your money.” 


Where are the lessons about the structural causes of these societal 
problems and what our political institutions can do about them? 


Almost 1 in 5 children live in poverty in BC, according to the 2013 
Child Poverty Report Card released in November by First Call: BC 
Child and Youth Advocacy Coalition. That’s 153,000 children, an 
increase from last year that puts us back in the number one position 
with the worst child poverty rate in Canada. Not a great title to hold! 


The rate is worse for children under 6, which is especially worrying 
because of the damaging impact of poverty on children’s early 
physical, social and cognitive development. 


The statistics are dismal but the overwhelming response provides hope. 
Clearly, people are concerned about child poverty in our province and 
want to take action to address it. However, just like in our schools, our 
response is often to donate. In fact, BC is one of the most generous 
provinces in Canada in terms of giving to charity. And yet, BC’s child 
poverty rate has been the worst in Canada for nine of the last ten years. 


Don’t get me wrong; giving to charity is necessary in this time of 
great need in order to address the immediate needs of people living 
in poverty. However, charities can only provide short-term relief that 
addresses the “downstream” symptoms and we need long-term 
solutions that go “upstream” to fix the root causes. 


Food banks themselves are saying the same thing. In the 2013 
HungerCount report, Food Banks Canada highlights that “the root of 
the need is low income.” Their recommendations look “upstream” 
and include government commitments to provide affordable housing, 
education and training, support for low-wage workers and increased 
“social assistance so that people can build self-sufficiency instead of 
being trapped in poverty.” 


Food banks were, in fact, initially meant to be a temporary measure 
but they have now been around for over 30 years. They have become 
such a normal part of society that we never question their role and the 
extent to which they can address these big issues. We give year after 
year without wondering why children are still going hungry in BC. 


Now the holiday season’s over, perhaps we should start asking that 
question and look to our government for answers. 


When I talk to my children about these issues, I tell them that the 
government is a group of people that has the power and responsibil- 
ity to make the “big rules” or “policies” that could really help 
children in poverty. I tell them that we vote for them to represent our 
concerns and they are (or should be) always interested in listening 
and making change for the good of all. 


So let’s match our donations with an action. Here’s an idea to take to 
our provincial government. Most other places in Canada have a 
poverty reduction plan and they are already saving lives and money. 
BC needs a comprehensive poverty reduction plan with legislated 
targets and timelines to really make a difference for families, 
communities and our province. 


The government’s response to poverty continues to be a reliance on 
the BC Jobs Plan. However, most people in poverty already have a 
job, and almost 1 in 3 poor children live in families with at least one 
adult working full-time full-year. 


Poverty is a heavy issue and we need everyone to share the weight. 
Giving to charity is the community stepping up and now we need to 
ask government to share the weight with us. 


We are teaching our children to be charitable givers, and fostering 
social service from a very young age. Let’s also teach them to be 
democratic citizens and think about social justice by engaging with 
their government. At the same time, let’s learn that ourselves. 

Trish Garner is a parent of three young children and the Community 


Organizer for the BC Poverty Reduction Coalition. Visit their website at 
bcpovertyreduction.ca for resources and support in engaging your government. 
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Songhees Wellness Centre's Official Opening 


by Jennifer Hastie 


On the morning of January 26, 2014, I got my first taste of what this fine day was going to 
be like: I was walking up hill from the temporary overflow parking to the Songhees 
Wellness Centre, when a First Nations’ person walking beside me --both of us puffed, 
commented: “... one needs to take a taxi to get up to this place.” Ah, First Nations’ 
humour — it allows you to laugh at yourself. We were 4 hour late in coming to the 
ceremony. A crowd of about 500 people had come earlier, and had (naturally) parked in the 
regular large parking lot to the left of the building. 


The crowd was seated in the large, spacious, naturally lit and air conditioned gym. Most 
were First Nations’ people - adults and children, along with some non-native people like 
myself. Elders, handicapped and dignitaries were given priority seating in the front row 
— No one was policing this; we just knew that we should be respectful to those groups. I 
could have taken advantage of such seating, for it’s obvious that I am a senior and a guest; 
however, some old friends from my Nuu-chah-nulth days in Port Alberni had come all the 
way down from Port Alberni this morning to witness the official opening of the Songhees 
Wellness Centre — so it was a chance to socialize with others and renew old friendships. 


People from other tribes came to witness the opening of the Centre: from the Cowichan, the 
Tsa’wout, the T’sartlip. Others 
= came from further away such 
_ as Kwaguilth from Alert Bay 
and, of course, 
p- Nuu-Chah-Nulth from Port 
Ri. Alberni. Many of these people 
have links to the Songhees, 
either culturally or through 
their extended families. When 
I finally sat down, I discovered 
that the couple sitting beside 
me was from Telegraph Creek 
near the Stikine River. They 
described their reserve as being 
“the most northerly reserve in 
B.C.” The crowd helped 
themselves to coffee, tea, water 


or juice as we waited for the 
official ceremony to begin. ceremony — among T the Saanich mayor, Shellie Gudueon: representing the Mayor 


of Victoria, Robina Thomas from UVic, Janice Simcoe from Camosun College, and 
(apparently) high school representatives. The architect received a personal thank you 
from the chief along with the fire chief from View Royal and the local RCMP service. 
An RCMP officer se to Chief Sam’s recognition by describing the building as 

“a foundation for us.” Pam Madoff, 
city councillor came too — just out of 
interest - I chatted with her before the 
official ceremony began. 





The Wellness Centre was built to put all Songhees services under one roof. It contains a 
health clinic, meeting areas for elders, support staff for after-school help for adult students 
and children, a gift shop, and the band chief’s administrative offices. There’s even a First 
Nations’-RCMP liaison office in the building. Of course, the centre 
focal point of the Wellness Centre is the gym. It has a collapsible stage 
that was brought out for the official opening, and the floor was carefully 
covered today with a temporary easily removed carpet. 


Health Canada and the Department of Aboriginal Affairs’ network have 
given financial help to construct the building. Remaining long term 
financing has been provided by Vancity and Native-generated economic 
funding. 


The Songhees and the architect, Philip Chang, decided to heat the 
building by the use of solar panels, geothermal heating and natural 
lighting. The Centre hopes that these facilities will be rented by 
communities from the greater Victoria area to generate further income. 
Already there’s an agreement with View Royal that the Songhees will 
provide services for their communities should an emergency occur. 


The ceremony was long, lasting two 
hours. Many children lasted the 
entire time, in spite of having to sit 
on the floor or beside their mothers 
quietly. 

Finally, we got to eat! The seafood 
from that table was delicious as well 
as all the salads, fruits, and breads 
from the other tables. “Fry bread,” a 
specialty of local First Nations, was 
featured along with traditional 
bannock and French bread. 


The building took many years to plan because the process of decision 
making was a consensus-building process. Decisions made in this 
manner sometimes take a long time, but in my opinion it sure beats the 
white man’s way of “50% + 1” rooted in our colonial system. Roots of consensus building 
were once present among many First Nations’ peoples in North America. 


Yes, guests “never leave hungry” from a First Nations’ gathering. Furthermore, we 
guests were encouraged to take food home with us once the lunch rush was over. I 
headed for the seafood and dessert tables for the prawns and the nanaimo bars, two 
The building is beautiful. Butch Dick, a well known Songhees carver and artist, was the delicacies we seldom have at home. 

head of a team of carvers who did the totem i 

poles surrounding the front of the building. A 
large pole in the middle of the turn-around area, 
just outside the building entrance depicts a 
soaring loon. Itis spectacular! 


Unfortunately, as I was looking at artwork for sale and talking with the artists, I 
missed the Songhees’ gift of a magnificent book depicting the history and art of 
their peoples. I asked if there were any copies left only to be told that there 
weren’t. However, a short time later, the woman that I had spoken with tapped 
me on the shoulder and produced a book for me to take home. 

During the ceremony we were not allowed to 
take pictures; however, at other times we were. f" 
We were told this in detail just before the 
“blanketed” dignitaries (being “wrapped” in a 
blanket denotes respect) walked through the 
crowd to the head of the room. These people 
were honoured individually by the Chief Ron 
Sam (photo, right). 


A few facts from Wikipedia: In 1843, a Songhees village existed adjacent to Fort 
Victoria. It was subsequently moved across the Victoria harbour to what is now 
the municipality of View Royal. Eventually the present reserve in Esquimalt was 
established in 1911. The Songhees population was estimated to be 8,500 in 1859. 
By 1914, it had dwindled to less than 200 people. 


In the Songhees language called Lekungun, “Hyqa” means both “hello” and 
“thank you.” HYCHKA (I spell it as it sounds), from this writer! 

Jen Hastie grew up beside the Tseshaht Reserve in Port Alberni. During her career as a social 
worker she was employed by the Nuu-chah-nulth Tribal Council in the Usma program. Today 
she keeps in touch with many friends from the Port Alberni area. 


As well, Ron Sam thanked many Victoria 
dignitaries for taking the time to attend their 
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Abandon All Hope 


by Kym Hothead 


The title is a quote from Pema Chodrin’s, “The Wisdom of No Escape.” 


This quote is based upon her teachings that hope is something one prays for when there is 
nothing else one can do, one has tried all things and now, one is down and out. Then you 
hope. In Colonial Civilizations hope is something people are praying for as they plan for 
their getaways, shop organic, eat locally farmed raised happy cows and whose children 
are in schools they have time to volunteer at. These same parents find themselves 
struggling from contract to contract and with that economic stress which often turns into a 
vicious cycle of unnecessary pain and suffering which is really what they are hoping to 
get out of. The source of that pain is ignored due to the need for survival. 

This kind of praying for hope, it comes with victim energy, a “poor me, I cannot do 
more for those people” or “that situation,” “it is out of my hands, there is only so much 
Ican do.” This is unhealthy. It stems from the modern version of colonial slavery. 


I was an honored special guest of Joel Bernbaum whom I have a great deal of respect 
for and rather like, for the opening night at the Belfry for Home Is A Beautiful Word. 
He passed me two tickets to bring a guest. I invited Lorrie S. who’s been homeless, is 
currently housed, finishing a certificate program and is involved with her street family. 
It is so often the case I find that she was unable to attend due to “a situation.” P1 
guess it involved helping a family member out and is why she and all but one homeless 
man were unable to attend the play. Given I know for a fact that Joel went above and 
beyond in regards to outreach. He met with 500 and some were homeless, near 
homeless, residents from every class, schools and more. They did a great job of 
expressing in the play the “passing of the buck” that occurs in Victoria and beyond 
regarding poverty. He interviewed others like myself who were born into poverty, 
homeless, worked front lines for over twenty years and were now working volunteer in 
local anti poverty with answers pouring out about how we as society could demand 
“homes for all now” with an easy solution of a guaranteed livable income. 


In the Belfry’s own words : 


“A kaleidoscopic view of a subject about which everyone has an opinion and almost no 
one has an answer. This very special project was commissioned by the Belfry Theatre, 
and playwright/journalist Joel Bernbaum spent over a year interviewing hundreds of 
people in Victoria about homelessness. Conversations in grade four classrooms, senior 
citizens homes, businesses, homeless shelters and on doorsteps have been transcribed 
and edited into a fascinating play: a portrait of homelessness in our community, in the 
words of our community. Moving, enlightening, funny and surprising.” 


Almost no one has an answer. Really? 


Why so much airtime given to a business owner who alleges a whole heck of a lot and 
we all know who he is? As it turns out, anti oppression 101 is needed not only at the 
front lines but all over and, in this case, specifically in regards to inequity in society 
here in Victoria. There was a well lead 15 minute discussion at the end of evening 
giving us the opportunity to talk on these points and we did. Discussion went: “why 
are homeless not noticeable here as in Africa?” We answered that easily. Displacement 
of our homeless: homeless cannot hang out or sit anywhere without getting jacked up 
by police. Folks in the system who work are displaced from family all the time for jobs 
and this causes a great deal of stress and family separation in crisis. I add: When you 
really think of it, the play could have had at least another homeless voice with a 
political bend; given Mayor Dean Fortin, a political figure, was in it with his voice. 


Why were there not more homeless political beliefs presented? I know there were more 
like myself who were interviewed and although I did not expect myself to get in, I thought 
some of my beliefs would? Some homeless said to me they chose not to get interviewed 
since they believed “my story wouldn’t get in! Are you kidding?” Interesting. I knew 
why immediately, some people are and have been for many years highly drug involved and 
desire a safe consumption site, there is none; many need a needle exchange and it got 
closed down; many are “red zoned”* due to drug infractions due to a punitive system that 
criminalises people for pain relief. Many get involved in illegal activity like stealing due 
to society’s stigma and how they are constantly marginalized. Then add the closure of 
supports that work like actual peer lead organisations. 


*(red zones are areas in which illicit drug involved homeless citizens or street involved 
citizens all are told they cannot be within the boundaries of. Victoria is notorious for 
police illegally using red zones to control movements of Victorians thus going against 
Canada’s human rights codes. The red zone area includes all major front line services 
in the downtown core, places the poor and homeless need to access daily to survive.) 


Many homeless want home and have community. They are criminalized and punished 
for pain relief. Many do not believe in the charity system yet become a statistic within 
it at the end of their lives. Some of the homeless want to live in a condominium. 


Social housing mentioned at least! 


We had a tent city organized by the homeless themselves right across from services and 
a NIMBY movement sprang up from hatred and punitive arrogance, they led by 
creating and pushing a bylaw which was enforced to displace them even before it was 
approved. Only one City Councillor stood up for the poor, praise Philippe Lucas. 


We learn that, even with the best intentions and work to ensure 500 people were 
interviewed, in the end of the play it’s all about charity. No real solutions like social 
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housing were give a voice. 


Joel went out and hit the pavement, took great advice from everyone he met. He had 
accessibility and he met folks and yet, hardly any homeless came. Why? Our homeless 
family members are chased down by police, have no safe consumption sites or 
alternatives for pain relief they can access, run off of many business’ street fronts by 
security, with no plans for Social Housing. “Same old same old” for those of us at this 
for what, twenty years? Yet, Dean Fortin asks the Victorians “what will they do?” 
instead of telling us what he will do. Not surprised given he supported the old colonial 
racist poor bashing bylaw which removed homeless campers from services they 
accessed. In some ways he is right, what will Victorians do to get: Social Housing built; 
a tent city running; open safe consumption sites and deal with stigma and its horribly 
divisive class system? Mayor Dean Fortin has no plans so we best get on it, the best he 
can offer is more poverty pimping and police state. I beg of you to consider: allow the 
changes many are trying to create and offer for years. Stop allowing this unhealthy 
system of charity. We do have great examples locally from First Nations, Social Justice, 
Anarchists of all kinds, Faith In Action folks, Quakers and Unitarian Universalists and 
many more citizens who involve themselves and have solutions at the ready. 


What I saw in the play is that citizens are told to do more in a charity model rather than 
to self criticize the very system we hold up as perfect and it’s far from perfect as we all 
know, so change, right? 


Many government workers cry out “I am doing the best I can, I do not want to get fired 
or not get future contracts.” So, their voice is oppressed. 


We have a host of answers. 


Nothing personal to anyone but I think folks are tired of hearing “it’s a good start.” It 
was a good start twenty years ago and, these ideas are not new so, I think its time to go 
over the interviews and throw down another one, push it a bit more, all sides even, PI 
guess you held back voices and kept to a “nice acceptable to the palate” version for 
Victorians? For that reason alone, I commend Joel for being able to get out there, and 
reflect to Victorians their friendly “safe, no one to blame, we can do more charity.” 


Don’t get me started with how we could have a whole play about VIHA and its 
systemic sickness! For now, Ruth Miller Raging Granny said “I thought this was a 
great start, I’d love to see a part two.” 

lagree. 

kym hothead hines is a visitor on Lkwungen Territory, from Winnipeg Red River Cree Territory 


Photo: Ed the binner on his morning rounds. The Street Newz editor offered Ed a free ticket to the 
play but he refused it, explaining that he works long hours, every day, and doesn't have time for such 
luxuries as theatre events. Even when they’re free. It’s time the binners got a raise in pay! 
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Northern Envirowatch: 
the storm clouds gather 


by Don Startin 


At deadline we are awaiting with some trepidation the 
results of four environmental assessments: 


1. The Site C Dam decision due this spring 


2. The Kinder Morgan proposal to double up their 
existing line from Alberta to Port Moody. Presently 
taking applications to submit. 


3. The Enbridge Gateway Project is approved by the 
Federal/Provincial Assessment Panel, but awaiting 
ministerial approval by Clark and Harper, and 


4. The Arctos Anthracite Project near Deas Lake in the 
Sacred Headwaters, still in the first stage, submission 
of proposal. 


As mentioned last month, activists willing to work on 
the ground to stop the Gateway pipeline should 
register at WildCoast.ca. Snow wise folks are needed 
right now to help patrol the illegal pipeline route, and 
deny access to surveyors. 


I am hoping to hear very soon what preparations we 
need to make to prevent Hydro damming our 
irreplaceable Peace River Valley, in the event the 
environmental assessment approves the project. 


B.C. is not the only province where the settlers’ mining 
companies want to carry on raping pristine wilderness. 
On January 28th the CBC announced that the unique 
Peel River watershed is under attack. Environmental- 
ist extraordinaire, Tom Berger, tells us that the land use 
plan agreed to by the Nacho Nyac Dun, and the 
Tr’ondék Hwéch’in First Nation and the Yukon 
Government is being ignored. 55% of the land was to 
have been protected. The government there is 
attempting to reduce this to 29%. 


As things stand the Yukon Conservation Society and the 
Canadian Parks and Wilderness Society, in conjunction 
with the two First Nations, are taking the government to 
court to prevent this. We wish them well. 


Summon the Clayoquot spirit within you! Be prepared 
to defend our irreplaceable wilderness with whatever it 
takes. 


Don Startin is an activist and gardener, an ex-military man who 
currently lives a life of simplicity with his wife in Victoria, B.C. 


Circassians Protest Against Sochi 


Police detained 25 people today (February 7th) in 
Nalchik who were taking part in a demonstration against 
the opening of the Olympics on the site where Russian 
forces killed and expelled hundreds of thousands of their 
ancestors and on the occasion of the 150th anniversary of 
this event. 


Russian hackers have also blocked several Circassian 
sites in hopes of limiting news of this and other events. 


Circassians have been overwhelmingly opposed to 
holding the games in Sochi since that decision was 
announced in 2007. They have called for a boycott 
without success but they have succeeded in two regards. 
On the one hand, the Circassian movement is more, not 
less united than it has been since 1864, despite Moscow’s 
exploitation of some small groups over which it has 
influence, and the Circassian cause has attracted more 
intention than ever before, forcing the Russian authorities 
to take counter-measures, including repression, the 
mobilization of Russian historians to put out Moscow’s 
line, and active measures to divide Circassian 
organizations in the North Caucasus and internationally. 


Circassian demonstrations are taking place elsewhere in 
the North Caucasus and are occurring or planned in New 
York and other cities. Despite such acts of repression, the 
Circassians remain committed to peaceful means to 
advancing their cause. 


Source: windowoneurasia2 .blogspot.ca 


Locked in Winter 


Kabul, January 6 2014 -- The fire in the Chaman e Babrak 
camp began in Nadiai’s home shortly after noon. She had 
rushed her son, who had a severe chest infection, to the 
hospital. She did not know that a gas bottle, used for 
warmth, was leaking; when the gas connected with a wood 
burning stove, flames engulfed the mud hut in which they 
lived and extended to adjacent homes, swiftly rendering 
nine extended families homeless and destitute in the midst 
of already astounding poverty. By the time seven fire 
trucks had arrived in response to the fire at the refugee 
camp, the houses were already burned to the ground. 


No one was killed. When I visited the camp, three days 
after the disaster, that was a common refrain of relief. 
Nadiai’s home was on the edge of the camp, close to the 
entrance road. Had the fire broken out in the middle of the 
camp, or at night when the homes were filled with 
sleeping people, the disaster could have been far worse. 


Even so, Zakia, age 54, said this is the worst catastrophe 
she has seen in her life, and already their situation was 
desperate. Zakia had slapped her own face over and over 
again to calm and focus herself as she searched for several 
missing children while the fire initially raged. Now, three 
days later, her cheeks are quite bruised, but she is relieved 
that the children were found. 


Standing amid piles of ashes near what once was her 
home, a young mother smiled as she introduced her three 
little children, Shuba, age 3 4%, and Medinah and 
Monawra, twin girls, age 1 4%. They were trapped in one 
of the homes, but their uncle rescued them. 


Now the nine families have squeezed in with their 
neighbors. “We are left with only the clothes on our body,” 
said Maragul. She added that all of the victims feel very 
grateful to their neighbors. “We cook together,” she said, 
“and they offer us shelter at night.” Three or four families 
will sleep together in one room. Asked if their neighbors 
were all from the same clan, Maragul, Nadiai and Zakia 
immediately began naming the different ethnic groups that 
are among their neighbors. Some are Turkman, some Uzbek, 
some from Herat or Kabul, others are Pashtun, and some are 
Kuchi. The women said that they begin to feel like brothers 
and sisters, living together in these adverse circumstances. 


The Chaman e Babrak refugee camp spills over the 
grounds of a large field formerly used for sporting events. 
With 720 families crowded into the camp, it is second in 
density and size only to the Charahi Qambar refugee 
camp, on the outskirts of Kabul, which is twice as large 
and more than twice as full as the Chaman e Babrak camp. 


Years ago, before the Taliban originally captured Kabul, 
some of the families in this camp had rented homes in the 
area. They had fled to Pakistan to escape the fighting, 
hoping to find a future with security and work. After the 
U.S. invasion, with President Karzai’s accession to power, 
they’d been urged to return, told that it was safe to go 
back. But upon their return they’d learned their old homes 
and land now belonged to victorious warlords, and they 
learned again that safety is pe a i 
painfully elusive in conditions of 
poverty and the social 
disintegration that follows years, 
and in their case decades, of war. 


Asked about prospects for their 
husbands to find work, the 
women shook their heads. Nadiai 
said that her husband has 
occasional work as a porter, 
carrying materials in a 
wheelbarrow from one site to 
another. Sometimes construction 
projects will hire him, but in the 
winter months construction 
projects are closed and already 
scarce work vanishes altogether. 
And war, in a sense, brings its 
own winter along with it: Next to 


a 


by Kathy Kelly 


the camp is a construction project that has been dormant 
since 2008. It had been intended to become an apartment 
building. 


There was never any plan announced to house these 
families, even before the fire. And since the fire, there has 
been no offer of aid aside from those seven fire trucks, 
rushing in to contain an immediate threat not only to the 
camp but of course to neighboring businesses, several 
wedding halls and a plastic surgery hospital, up against 
which, in a city no stranger to glaring contrasts of wealth, 
the camp finds itself pressed. I came to the camp with 
young activists of the Afghan Peace Volunteers there to 
distribute heavy coverlets, (duvets), manufactured with 
foreign donations by local seamstresses, precisely for 
distribution free of charge to Kabul’s neediest people in 
the winter months. The UK sister organization to my own 
group, Voices for Creative Nonviolence, will distribute 
food packages in the camp during the coming week. 


We’ll never know who the fire might have killed, because 
when the old or the young die from the pressures of 
poverty, of homelessness, of war, we can’t know which 
disaster tipped the balance. We won’t know which 
catastrophe, specifically, will have taken any lives lost 
here to this dreadful winter. Many will be consumed by 
the slow conflagration of widespread poverty, corruption, 
inequality and neglect. 


As many as 35,000 displaced persons are now living in the 
slum areas in Kabul alone. “Conflict affects more Afghans 
now than at any point in the last decade,” according to 
Amnesty International’s 2012 report, Fleeing War, Finding 
Misery. “The conflict has intensified in many areas, and 
fighting has spread to parts of the country previously 
deemed relatively peaceful. The surge in hostilities has 
many obvious consequences, among them that families 
and even entire communities flee their homes in search of 
greater security. Four hundred people a day are displaced 
in Afghanistan, on average, bringing the total displaced 
population to 500,000 by January 2012.” 


The vast expenditures of the U.S. government and its 
client here simply can’t be designated as contributions 
toward “security.” These funds have contributed to 
insecurity and danger while failing to address basic human 
needs. The realpolitik of an imperial power, as utterly 
disinterested in security here as it seems to be in its own 
people’s safety at home, will not notice this camp. As we 
pull together in our communities to enkindle concern, 
compassion, and respect for creative nonviolence, we are 
in deep winter hoping for a spring. We are right to work 
and to hope, but faced with the spectacle of winter in 
Chaman e Babrak I can’t help remembering Barbara 
Deming’s lines: “Locked in winter, summer lies; gather 
your bones together. Rise!” 


Kathy Kelly (kathy@venv.org) co-coordinates Voices for Creative 
Nonviolence (www.vcnv.org). In Kabul, she is a guest of the Afghan 
Peace Volunteers (ourjourneytosmile.com). This article was 
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tents are the message 


politicians and bulk media pronounce 
that the occupiers have no message. 


tents are the message. 
the media is tents. 


tents are being said and tents are being denied. 
the politicians and police in denial of the message say “you 
don't have a message.” the message is tents. 


in this dickens, victorian christmas, 
iam haunted by the ghosts of christmas present. 


in dreams so lucid i cant tell ifi am 
awake or not, dead people stand by my bed. 


soon after i had this dream, i read that david arthur johnson 
had this same dream. i quote from his published book “the 
right to sleep”. on page 324 it reads; “jan.10 2004, a dream i 
had a while back. i was visited by ghosts of children that were 
murdered by the colonial rapists. they wanted to make sure i 


was taking things seriously.” 


i was grateful he registered this dream in his book as my 
ghosts scared the hell out of me and it gave me comfort that 
he had a similar interpretation as i had from this experience. 


the homeless on the streets are broke, 
broken and or otherwise disenfranchised by the corporation 


of canada. 


canada built the laws that created wealth for some and 
disowned those that wouldnt or couldnt fit in. canada is not 
for all and the homeless prove it. it is illegal to be poor. to be 


rich is to be 


free, hence victoria’s motto “sempre libre” always free. 


who is free? not the poor. 


if street people try and gather their collective selves together 
they are shot down like old union 

organizers. the union of the poor is part of the solution. all 
should support it. it will lead to a wealthier, healthier society. 


ron lund 


TAPS 


(Together Against Poverty Society) 
is hosting a tax return clinic! 





This year’s Tax Return Blitz 
will be held on March 19th 
from 9am-5pm at the 


Downtown Community Centre. 


Trained volunteers will do your 
2013 taxes and file them with 
Canada Revenue Agency. 


You must make below $30,000 
in 2013 to qualify for this free 
service. It will be on a 
first-come first-served basis. 


At the same time, there will be 
a free Financial Information 
Fair put on by the Community 
Social Planning Council. There 
will be tables set up where you 
can find out more information 
about financial issues like tax 
benefits, registered savings 
plans, and programs around 
Victoria that can help you learn 
about money matters. 


For more information about the 
tax returns clinic, contact TAPS 
at (250) 361-3521 or go to #302 
— 895 Fort Street. 


For information about the 
Financial Information Fair, 
contact Susan Low at 
250-383-6166 extension 109 or 
susan@communitycouncil.ca. 


street muzings 


ghosts of the machine 


photo from stefano leonardi 
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You're Invited! 


Street Newz will soon turn 10 years old on April 1st and 
were having a party at the Solstice Cafe!. Join us for an 
evening of celebration with special performances by 
Jeremy Loveday (Spoken Word Poet) and Chuck McCandless (Folk 
musician from Duncan), also Stephanie Lovatt, Mark Idczak, Rob 
Duncan, and Rejean Bussieres. Happy Birthday, see you there! 


FIND SOLIDARITY 


with the grassroots 


Committee to 
End Homelessness 


We meet every Wednesday 


Week 1 at Silver Threads 
(1728 Douglas St.), 7- 8:30 pm 


Week 2 at Our Place Chapel, 1:30-3:00 pm 
Week 3 at Silver Threads, 7-8:30 pm 
Week 4 at Silver Threads, 7-8:30 pm 
Week 5 at Silver Threads, 7-8:30 pm 


Everyone is welcome! 


Check us out at 
ctehv.wordpress.com 





Home 
by cyann ray 


It’s “on the range,” it’s where we “hang our 
hats,” and where our heart is. It’s also a 


“1 four letter word. 


I recently got to see the Belfry’s “Home Is 
A Beautiful Word.” A unique verbatim 


| theatre presentation, where every word 


spoken came from the people of Victoria. 
All kinds of people participated and shared 
their views on this subject. The subject of 
home and, specifically, homelessness. Five 
actors filled the roles of hundreds as they 
delivered bits and pieces of varied 

| conversations about homelessness. 


Although I’ve lived without a home per se, 
I’ve never actually been homeless. You see, 


| when you lose your job or break up with 
| your boyfriend and are able to crash in your 


sister’s guest room, or on your mother’s 
couch while you figure out where you’ll 


| live next, you’re not really homeless. 


Having loving, supportive, indoor options 


| is what makes all the difference. 


| I’ve known some truly homeless people. 


And still do. One has lived in her van for 
years. Another crashes in Beacon Hill Park 
most nights. There are so many stories out 
there and the play did a good job covering 
many perspectives on how this varied 
subculture is seen. 


| “Home” is a beautiful word, for it conjures 
up feelings of warmth, family, and a safe 
place to regenerate after the toil and 
tribulations of the outside, larger world. But 


~] this is only if you have a home and filled it 


with such memories. I suspect there was a 
bit of intended irony in the title. Like I said 
.. home is a four letter word. For many in 
this capital city, it’s an unattainable dream. 


I’m in the midst of moving to a new home 

.. my 50th, in fact. I have moved 49 times 
(and I’m only 55)! Many of those 
“residences” were temporary, as I said ... a 
couch here ... a guest room there ... Pm 
counting them all as I laid my hat down in 
all of them. I’m certain much of my overall 
unsettledness, and questionable attachment 
to my “stuff” can be explained by this fact. 
But in spite of everything, I know I am one 
of the lucky ones. 


I’ve only had a yard to call my own a 
couple of times, and I’ve had to live with 
both mice and sketchy neighbours .... but 
in the big scheme of things, I know I’m 
lucky to have always ended up with some 
place to live...some place to call home. 


Home. A place to put my stuff and hang 
my pics. A place with windows sills for 
plants and a place to receive mail. A place 
to get out of the rain, and keep warm in the 
winter. A place to have friends over ... to 
have family visit and share a meal. To live. 
A place to live. Securing a mat on the floor 
at the local church, or gathering cardboard 
for a chilly night in the park ... those are 
tremendously challenging ways to live. I 
know I couldn’t do it. 


So as I lament about another move ahead 
of me, about the boxes filling my living 
space, about my aching body, about 
adjusting to a new neighbourhood and 
worrying over what lies ahead, I will 
always have in the back of my mind, 
thoughts of those who struggle with 
homelessness and I’ll count my blessings. 


The amazing and awesome 
Street Newz Vendor Team 





For information about 





joining this team 
contact John 
at 250-886-5863 
= i or visit his “office” 
Bernie Bernie Craig Danny Debby Doug near Fort on Douglas St. 
Beacon Hill Esquimalt London Ws Fort/Foul bay James y Fort Sf. 







Thank you for 
supporting 
independent 

media. May money 
from the sale of 
this newspaper be 
used for peace, 
and pass through 
healing hands. 





Delisle Evelyn Richard Rose Ted 


Fort St. at Yates Cook St. Village Douglas near Fort Gov't Street Royal Oak 
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Bread and Roses Colectivo sm res y Oubseriptions and Support ! 


Street Nowr Revenue dps ; 
ape Sales romprevouemmy aso ao asg 1 Subscription Rates (12 issues/year): | 
Donators 000) 260.00) 170.00 | Electronic Regular Lowlncome USA Int'l j 
Subeeipbena C00 T2000) 40.90 $20 $40 $20 $45 $50 
Cabs (ind in-end) 40.00 130.00 40.00 
Co-ordinators Contribution Fas wa aes l Donations keep us Independent: l 
read a Hoses UcnatentoSNZ SULU UU WUW | 619 25 $50 $75 $100 $200 other 
Teta! Sirer News Pewee i l l 
Sheet Mower Branco Name: 
Salaries ano oo soooo 80000 " Address: 
Paper & Printing Gost 236.25) J760 MA F l 
Postage 5375| S2] 85.75 City: 
Dibot gprs ae lio 69.00, 82.90, 100.00 i 
Vendore Meciings Supoa 10275 4750 14575 l Province/State: Postal/Zip: l 
senhoma enS ES OE STAF | Phone/emall: l 
sirean Now, A De, Too ' 
Bread E RPoece Fovanve 
Grant § poo ooo, ooo | Please return to: l 
Total Broad & Roses Revenue O00) 000 w0 Victoria Street Newz 

ae l 1027 Pandora Ave, Vic BC, l 
Broad & Roses Erponses $ AA 
Stee! New: Donation RO Rood Boo OO Coast Salish Territories, V8V 3P6 l 
In Broad a Hoses expenses  euuuu cuuuu swuuu — or donate safely online - relativenewz.ca 
Broad £ Roret $00.08) 400.00 | 590.00 | Thanks ¢ i! l 
Consolidated MSNZ + BAR) -A0000 48500 21000 anKs TOr your Support: 
Bread £ Roses Bank Balance 059758 519814 4708 GF l è == == == ee ee l 


